The faithful Lovers Downfal : 


The Death of Fair Phillis Who Kill 4 ber ſelf for loſs of ber P Mlander. 


Phillis for lofs of her Philand: r. | To end her life, which ſoon enſwd 

Throwh each Grove doth wander; Vor with her fatal Dagger, ſte 

Until ſhe hears ly fate he's | Habe to th: heart> ſets Sorrow free; 

Hhich cauſes her 7 to £072 pl; | ring with patience; braving Fate, 

O're- mhelm d in tears, (he docs concl 1d, | That to her Love Aid her tranſlate. 
Toa Pleaſant New P! ay-Houſe Tune: Or, Oh ! cruel bloody fate. 


— — — 
Y cruel bloody Fate, 88g fo mee! thy Shade below, 
| mw = = now do moze? h I come, ſhe cry d, 
ah me / it is too late With a Wound ſo wide, 
Philander to refoze: 2989 there — no ſecond Blow. 
Why ſhould the Power above perſwade 
Y002 Portals to believe, DES Th! too Cruel now, 
That they guard us here, bold to take my Love awap, 
_ — — ie.” Could*& thou no time allow, 
eive no2 grant one moments (tay ? 
Snatcht from my arms, — ſo ſoon 
Per Dagger then che t80k, Nb d2zead — an I crave, 
and held if to her Break, All the kearkulleſt Rage 
And with a Dying look, Thou cant ingage 
theſe wo:ds ſhe then erpzett : and ſcozning thou ouldlt ſave. 


Philagder, ah my Love, J come, 
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In 


Since Philaader is gone, 
wounds bleed apace, the cries, 
No comfozt ſhall be known, 
to Phillis now ſhe fighs : 
Be gone my fozmer joys, be gone, 
griefs my acquaintance are, 
Cruel Powers above, 
That fill do croſs Love, 
and d2ive us on Diſpaſr, 


How often in this Shade, 
have we expꝛeſt our joys, 
And \ighing Uows have made 
which cruel Fate deſtroys : - 
Th me, J faint, yet his Lov'd Name, 
recalls my fading Soul, 
To think of the bliſs, 
And the Paypineſs, 
we had without Controule. 


h my dear Lobe, make room, 
unto the Elizium Fields, 
Thy Love-fick Phillis comeg, 
which ſpring of plcaſure yields : 
Where fate no 11012 {ath Power, 
to blaſt our lat red flame, 
Noz truel Stars depoſe, 
Such a happy Bliſs, 
As in Paradic*, 
bzight Angels do diſcloſe. 


Py Love on wings cf Time, 
thy bleeding Phili:s flies, 
Since in thy Blooming p2ime, 
thou'rt ain, thy Phillis dyes - 
Farewel fond wo2[d and all thy joys, 
J here b:n:cath tie Shade, 
Upon the fair Earth, 
That gave us firlf Birth, 
will fo2 eber now be laid. 


And think it happy now, 
beneath this pleaſing fate, 

As Love commands to be, 
and bleſsmy happy ſtate ; 


— —— — — — — — — — —— —— 
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Then ſhe ſigh, whilt Creams of peſllor:. 
bꝛeath from per fainting Beaſt, 
Soil*d her tender Limbs, 
At which Trimſon (kreams, 
whilſt death each part poſſeft. 


Py Shepherdnow J come, 
and will no longer ſtay, 
I have delap'd too long, 
too long J have been away: 
Since Death hath pz0b*d unkind, he now 
fo: it (ball make amends, 
In \ſpight of fate, 
Shall be mine, tho* late; 
and make us ever ſriends, 


Ante moze I come, and then 


ſhe feſt upon the ground, 
So raiſes her ſelf again, 
and with a dying ſround, 
Complainꝰ'd fo ſoze of cruel kate, 
wiſhing all Lovers juſt, 
That they fo ever 
Might endeavour, 
fo fulfill Loves truſt. 


From Crimſon Ueins ber blood 
ran ſtreaming down the flour, 
Unmoved ſhe ſaw the 190d 
and bleſt her dying our: 
Philander, ab Philander, ſt 11 
the bleeding Phillis crieg, 
She wept a while, 
And ſhe ſoꝛt'd a Smile, 
then clo3® her eyes and dyes. 
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